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said Nimblewit humbly, "and seven

hundred pardons, but he says there Is
a flagon of wine, buried under this

bird began to sins- - "Eh?" cried Nim-

blewit stopping so suddenly that pt
almost unset Their Disgraces. "What

ti
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thought and bless you bang! A bril-

liant idea bit' him just between the
eyes on the spot' - "Oh cried Nlmble-

wlt, and "Joy, Little Brother. Joy!"
and he seized the idea, by the left hind
leg-- and dashed with it to the palace
kitchen just long enough to get some
tarts and a flagon of wine and then
off he sped to the wood beyond the
garden.

The tarts were neatly wrapped in

linen and Nimblewit dug a hole un-

der a linden tree and buried them.
On he ran to a tall pine tree and un-

der that ne buried the flagon of wine.
Last of ait he came to a monster oak
and under that he buried the Duchess'
very most favorite ring. Such a beau-

ty It was! "Lie there Little Brother,
whispered Nimblewit and make my

fortune for me."
Not many hours later the Duchess

and the Duke set out for a walk. The
bit warm and so theyday was a tiny

sent for Nimblewit to walk before

them as Chief.Waver-of-the-Famlly-Fa- n.

Now of all the stupid people in

Turalec the Duke and the Duchess

were quite the stupidest. In fact they
had set the fashion of being stupid In

that country. Of cour.se. they were

much too stupid to decide where they
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VERYBODY nu stupid In Tura-le- e

everybody. . You don't beelieve It? Well. sin. Just look on
the upper left-han- d . corner of

I'ngo 23 In the HISTORY OF TC RA-

LE IS and see fur yourselves. Every-
body wus stupid and everybody was
rich except Nlmblewlt and lie was
only to the Third As-

sistant Butler In the ducal pantry, and
all he had to do was to stir the right
umuunt of suger into the Duchess coffee
o' morning, and shako the salt on her
chops at lunch, and the pepper Into
her soup at dinner.

Oli. that was lots more exciting than
t

you might ahlnk. I should say so!
Kor If lie got a grain too much the
l)ueh6sR sent for him promptly to

ox his ears and she was a splendid
boxer. Wasn't that curious? Life
was hard for Nlmblewlt. Everybody
was so stupid there was no one to
luugli at his Jokes, and his wages for
being wouldn't buy
anything more than a blouse long
wimiirh to cover the-patc- in his
tircerliei. ' And what sort of a figure
could he cut in that among all the
rich people? Poor dear! - -

.Then came the GREAT DAT. No.

the'dural nalare-- didn't catch on fire.

mid Nlmblewlt didn't save the
ri.olies3' pet canary' from the flames,
nnd Hie Dulse didn't die and leave all
his serat fortune to the clever little
tiy in the pantry. Not a bit of it.
Hut the Duchess lost her very most
favorite diamond ring, and Nimble-w- it

FOUND IT.
Aha. you're thinking, so that's the

end or the storv he took the ring to

(he Duchess and got a huge fat RE-

WARD. HE DID NOT!
-- Walt a minute. Little Brother, wait

.1 minute and let me thir" ." he whis- -

pereq snftly to the gorgeous, spark-jdwe- i.

11113 And ha thought and
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j are you saying Tour Honor?. I AM a
thousand times obliged to you ior ten-in- g

me! I thank you in the name of
the Duke and the Duchess."

"Villain," shrieked the. Duchess,
"what are you Jabbering to this bird
about? How dare you THANK any-

one for me?"
"Six hundred pardons Tour Dis-

grace," said Nimblewit, "but the little
bird told me that there were tarts
buried 'under the linden tree, and
thinking that you might" Off he dart-
ed, down into the earth he dug, and up
he came triumphantly, with the beau-

tiful dish of tarts to set before them.
"Dearme howodd!" said the Duke.

and he ate one.
"Myword howqueer! said the

Duchess, and ate another.
And on they strolled. FANCY as

mm

With The Beautiful Dish Of

if nothin ; unusual had happened at
all.

Bat just when the tarts were be-
ginning to make them thirsty, they
passed beneath the pine tree and a
second little bird began to carol.

"Were you speaking to me sir?"
inquired Nimblewit harking. "What
are you tellins me? Why how NICE
of you! I shall do so at once."

"Mot." shrilled the Duchess.
"WHO are you talking to now. An.
swer this minute."

"To vonder bird. Tour Pisgrace."

pine, and if you don't mind," away"!

he sped; right and left be sent the
soft earth flying and in a minute he
was back with the flagon of wine. ;

"Dearme howodd," said the Duke
and he took a long draught

"Myword howqueer," sighed the
Duchess, and . took another long
draught and again-the- strolled on
quite as If flagons of wine grew be-

neath every tree the whole -- world
over. Such stupids!

And then they passed tho oak tree
and a third little bird burst Into song.

"Oh, oh," ehouted Nimblewit
"Oh JOT Tour Grace. He says
that your ring is beneath this oak
tree." And without waiting for per-
mission he bounded to the spot where
he had buried the very most favorite
ring and dug it up again.

When the Duke and Duchess saw
the beautiful jewel, for once they
were shaken out of their stupidity.
"You darling thing," cried the
Duchess, throwing her arms around
the neck of the to the
Third Assistant Butler, and she kissed

Tails To Set Before Tlicm

him bang on both cheeks.
And as for the Duke dukes don't

do that sort of thing, you know he
made Nimblewit Managcr-in-Gcner- al

of Everything-in-Particul- ar in Tura-lo- e

on the spot. From that minute
Nimblewit was so rich and important
that he dared to undertake curing
Turaiee of stupidity. And they say
in fact. I'm sure it's .all down in his-
tory, that Nimblewit did it, too; so
well, that tofiay you would look the
whole world over fara dukedom full
of smarter folk than Turalsc.

their chief who was busdy writing on
a long leaf. She nodded to Weenty
in a friendly way.

"I'm taking the census." she ex-

plained. "We are all rather busy this
evening. How would you like to sit
up on the stone out of the way."

"She wants to help." Mr. Rabbit
spoke up.

The head fairy smiled happily.
"That's nice of you. I'm sure. How

would you lTke to count the minnows
in .that pond, there?" t
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the different arcs join, free hand aad
cut Ihe pattern.

Plane up a piece of wood to the re-

quired thickness and on It tract
around the pattern. Use a coping saw
to cut to form and finish with a 91b

and sandpaper.
Bore a hole In the handle. Bore

from both sides so the wood around
the hole will not split out. Locate the
points at which to drive the brads or

scratchers and drive at about the
angle indicated. If the angle at
which the brad comes through does
not look right it can be bent to suit
with a pair of pliers.

Make the thin cap that covers the
heads of the brads. This is necessary
to keep the brads from working loose
and pushing up through the handle.
The cap may be braded in place but
it is suggested that holes be bored
and it be fastened to the handle with
small round head screws. The cap
can be traced from the first part made
so it will be exactly the same shape.

With sandpaper round all edges
nicely especially the handle so the
sharp corners will not bother the user
while working.

Solution To Cut Out Puzzle

When little children dance and play!
We love the children every one
And Weenty who so much has done
We'll crown our Queen today."

Mr. Rabbit came hopping up as
they danced about.

"We'll have to be going home!" he
cried over the fairies voices.

Weenty stood up and bowed to the
fairies.

"Thank you," she said, "for your
nice song. I have enjoyed helping
you ever so much. It is quite as much
fun as play."

All the fairies helped her on Mr.
Rabbit's back and Weenty kissed her
hands to them as she rode off looking
for all the world like a fairy 1'rincess
with her crown of flowers.

At the window she begged Mr. Bab-
bit to stop a moment.

"I must really help this twig to
uncurl its leaves, now thai I know
how." she said. The maple tree
seemed to rustle its approval and aft-
er Mr. Rabbit tucked her into her
crib, the rustling sounded like a little
lullaby.

And were the leaves uncurled next
morning? And were the flowers all
ready for the children on May Day?
Tes. indeed they were, and Weenty is
wondering yet if there ever was a
Mister Luck and if grasses are pulled
up by fairies.

May 7, 1812
much fame. She re'urned the poets
affection and these kindred souls were
married. Their courtship and marriage
are perhaps the basis of the most
beautiful love story and romance ever
enacted by real people. After tte
Brownings were married they went to
Italy te live In an old palace, which
stands on the Grand Canal in Venice
and there Robert Browning spent '

the last days of his noteworthy life.
On the day that his last book of
verses was published the ' poet died.
His body was taken back to England
and placed with due ceremony in

Westminster Aftbey,' on the last day
of the year, 1889.

GROUND SCRATCHiR

then use the common try square to
erect the perpendiculars to the center
line. If a piece of paper is fastened
on the board on which to make the
pattern it will only be necessary to
make one half the pattern as it can
be cut and a complete pattern traced
from it. , ,

No one drawing contains all the di-

mensions or information required to
make the pattern so every drawing
will have to be studied. After draw-
ing the main center line, locate the
ends of the pattern on this line seven
and inches apart Next
from these points locate and draw the
perpendiculars. Set the pencil com-
pass at two and one-ha- lf inches and
draw an arc. reset to seven-sixteen- th

inch and draw another connecting
with the first, then one and

inches, one and one-eigh-

inches, four and one-ha- lf inches, four
and three-quarte- inches, and one
inch. Note that the center for the
arc made by the four and three-quarte- rs

inches radius is located one
and seven-sixteent- h inches from the
end and four and one-eigh- th inches
below. Touch up the places where

Gale 1 must call you that you are
such a good blower. I lhank you.
My name is Luck."

"My name's Weenty, but you can
call me just what you wish." Weenty
said, "I'm glad I did help, anyway,
and that you aren't angry with me for
getting you a ducking."

"Why should I be?" Luck asked.
"You only meant to do me a good
turn, and did. too. I would be a fool-
ish person to pout about a mishap,
and, most probably, I wouldn't be
called Luck anymore, because Luck
always has a smiling face, that's what
makes me lucky. But what can I do
for you? Turn about's fair play,
you know."

"Ive rather a hard piece of work,"
Weenty replied a little thoughtfully.
"X have to count the minnows, they're
eyer so many and I can only count to
ten!"

Luck laughed. "Well, that Is fun-
ny!" he observed. "It's' really not as
hard as you make it The minnows
can count themselves. I'll show you.

He leaned over the edge of the
pond.

"Minnows, form Into hundreds," he
directed and Immediately the min-
nows divided themselves into groups.
"There now, count," cried Luck.

"One, two, three, four, five, six,
seven, eight nine," counted Weenty,

"Thank you, Mr. Luck," Weenty
said, "and can I go along with you
and help blow the hard ones for you?
I shall be more careful."

"Fine," cried Luck, "let's away! And
I shall hold on to the grass when y,ou
blow."

It was grat fun and Weenty took
a hand at pulling the grasses, too,
using a bit of twig, to measure the
right length.

"We'll make a wreath for her." the
fairies said after they were through
with their work. "She's such a help-
ful child!"

So they wove her a lovely crown of
the choicest flowers and joining hands
danced around her singing as they
danced. And this was their song:

"The first of May!
The first of May!

uuvt siwb 6ci mj ay ue ami or naru
study. When Browning was nineteen
years of age his verses were already
being published. And considerable
interest they drew towards the young
man who had written them.

Browning was a deep thinker and
often he tried to put more thought
into his words than they could hold. For
that reason some people find his poems
hard to understand. Some of Brown-
ing's verses, however, are soul stirring
poems which live forever in the lit-
erature of the English speaking world.
When Browning was thirty-fou- r years
of age. he met and fell in love with
a very charming lady, Eliiabeth Bar-
rett, whose verses had woa for her

ii'No it Bracs

who have a small
either vegetables orfOR,those planted this ground

will be found very use-

ful. . And you will, no doubt, want to
make several after you have made and
used the first one.

But this model is very good for an-

other purpose and I would like to
have every boy who is following these
articles lay out the pattern even if he
does not intend to make the model.
If you have given the toys and other
irregular shaped models special
thought you have noticed that the
forms were laid out in squares. This
method is a ?ood one for beginners
and not the one used by mechanics in
laying out their vorl For this rea-
son it will be good practice to try the
mechanics way and lay out the work
from center lines.

If you have a drawing board the
pattern can be laid out on a piece of
heavy paper using the tee square and
triangles to make the center lines. It
is not necessary, however, to use the
drawing beard as any small board
with one straight edge will do. Begin
by drawing a center line parallel to
the straight edge of the board and

DAY
"shall 1 try?"

"Thank you. yes. do," the little elf
replied gratefully. "I declare it's a
hard flower to open."

. Weil. Weenty thought she musn't
fail in blowing though she couldn't
count minnows so she took the deep-
est breath she possibly could and
blew,

"Whiff!" went Weenty, and open
'jlew the flower shining and bright
but, much to her dismay, away went
the little elf, too. blown quile off his

it - rrn
About
feet and Kersplash! Into the pond
head over heels.

"O!" cried Weenty In dismay as
she helped the little elf out

"I see- - the dandelion and all Its
family have come open. Miss Southern

CAULIFLOWER

Wash a head of cauliflower and let

stand head down In a pan of salted

wier for about an hour. (This will

riean the flowerlets and draw out any

lurking insects.)

rut tnree cupfuls of wuier on in a

tauuepuii aud bring to a boil.

Put the cauliflower into the boiling
water the llowerlet side up. This al-

lows i tie tough stems to cook in the
water so they will be tender and
erSitilo ami at the same tints cooks the

GusPuzzle
Corner- -

DIAGONAL
My first Is one of the twin cities.
My second is named after a Grecian

city.
My third is a city in New Jersey sug-- !

gestive of a fruit.
My fourth is the capital of Texas.
.My tif tli is the capital of Colorado.
My sixth is one of the largest cities

in TeXUS.

Tlie diagonal Is where the cities are
found,

PROGRESSIVE WORDS
Two syllable words; the last syllable

or each is the first syllable of the next
word.

1. A purple dye.
2. A thin fabric' '

3. A bird.
4. Lower.
6. . A recluse. .

ti. Hand covering.
7. Sensitive.
s. A kind of hat.

ANSWERS
WAOONAb
SI puiil
a T h e n $
o r A n g e
a u t T i n
d e v E r

. d a I I a S
PROGRESSIVE WOllDS1. Lit-m-

2. 3fu-J- j. 3. Lin-nc- t. 4. Ket-Ke-

5. Her-mi- t. 6. Jfif-fe- 7. Tender.
8. Ver Dy.

wouid walk themselves, ana so i.

simple for Nimblewit to load them
straight to the wood where he had
buried his treasures simple, mind
you. hut not easy. For Nimblewit

walk backward m or-

der
was obliged to

to fan Their Disgraces and what

with trying to follow the path to the
wood without seeing It and yet t alk-

ing fast enough to escape tickling the
ducal noses wiih his long feather fan.

he toppled over several times and

had to wait until his jaws were boxed

for his clumsiness before proceeding.

But at last they came to the wood

and passed by the linden tree. Then a

SERVED WHOLE

flowerlets by steam enly so the fine
flavor is retained.

Cook for about 25 minutes. A very
small head will cook in les. time and
a very ! .rge head will need about 7

minutes more.
When cooked. lift the head very

carefully from the water into a serv-
ing bowl. Put the head r'ht side up
in the dish. -

Shake a bit of salt, paprika on the
head, dot with butter end serve at
once.

a.-- '. nice warmish evening and
a very particular one at that for
the next day would be the first of
May when all the little flowers

should he out at last
There was the little budded twig of

the raaPIe !rce tapping and tapping at
Weenty's nursery window as if it were
impatient for tomorrow. It tapped so
loudly, at last that Weenty. who was
asleep in her. little crib, sat up with
surprise.

"Tap, tap!" went the maple twig.
"Dear, dear, I do wish the sun would
come out again! I haven't light enough
to finish my leaves with and tomorrow
is May Day!"'

"Be patient," said a voice that
sounded to Weenty something like the
rustle of the maple itself. "Everything
will come in time and your leaves will
finish all the sooner for a Utile rest."

Weenty peeped over the back of her
crib.

'.'They're talking!" she said to her-
self and was just climbing out of bed
when Mr. Rabbit's familiar hippity-ho- p

sounded on the roof. In another
moment he was in the room.
' "They were talking!" Weenty whis-
pered excitedly, putting her mouth
close to Mr. Rabbit's long ear.' "The
tree talked to' the twig. I heard
them!"

"TJm-m,- " said Mr. Rabbit "that's
not astqiiishing a bit."

"And the twig's most afraid it won't
have its leaves in time for May Day.
They're only weeny little green nub- -

by shaded parts. ' See If you can put
.name of one of the mouths. '

binses yet. Do you think they will be
on time. Mr. Kabbit?"

"Of course they will." Mr. Rabbit
assured Weenty. "That's the nay with
the Vegetable Kingdom, they go into
all sorts of flusters over nothing at ail.
The wcod fairies are always Aittme
things off till the last, moment a
dreadful habit and then get into a
great state trying to catch up with
themselves."

"O. I wish I'could see them!" Ween-
ty cried.

Mr.
Y

do you Indeed? Well, you shall,
then. ,We can go down to the Dewy
woods as the moon is nice and bright"
Mr. Rabbit said.

"O. Mr. Rabbit what fun! And can
I help them do you think?" Weenty
asked, as she was a thoughtful little
girl, and always looking for a good
turn to do someone or other. That
is one of the reasons, I believe, that
makes the fairies like her so.

"Tou might be able to help," Mr.
Rabbit answered. "Come, hop on my
back and we will be off."

Weenty got on Mr. Rabbit's back
and away they went to Dewy woods
which lies there and back again from
Fairyland, so I have been told.

What a busy scene it was, te be
s are ! Little elves dashing about blowi-
ng- with all their might to get the
flowers opened, little painter fairies
busily putting finishing touches on
petals,, more fairies uncurling leaves
and pulling the grasses up to the prop-
er length!

Mr. Rabbit introduced Weenty to

WHAT MONTH IS THIS?

Rabbit Came Hopping Cp As They Danced

ROBERT BROWNING. Born

"I'll try," Weenty said willingly, and
ran to the pond. There were the min-
nows, millions of them, they looked.
Poor Weenty started to count but it
was hard work for they were not still
a minute. How they flashed here and
there! ,

"One!" Weenty counted, "Two-d- ear

me! Which are they I wonder! I
guess I shall have to catch each one
and label them somehow!"

She was quite busy at the minnows
when a little thump on her back al-
most sent her into the pond. She
looked around quickly and there was
a little elf no bigger than a minute
puffing beside her.

jSxcuse" --f puff "mj ho-- o. I've
lorf my" puff "breath." he said be-
tween panting.

"O, that's all right" Weenty an-
swered. "Tou aren't hurt are you?"

"No. O. no," the elf replied. "Just
breathed. This dandelion is the hard-
est thing in the world to open. I've
blown and blown and blown!"

"Perhaps I can do It" Weenty said.

OU have all heard the story of
the Pied Piper of Hamlin who
charmed the rats with his funny
tune, and perhaps many of you

would like to read the tale for your-
selves. It has been put Into very
charming verse by the poet Robert
Browning, whose one hundred and
eighth birthday anniversary Is cele-
brated on the seventh of this month.
Browning was born in London on the
seventh of May, 1812. and when he
was still very young he began to com-
pose verses, When he was quite lit-
tle he enjoyed the advantage of much
foreign travel and through his travels
he imbibed much of the interesting
bits of fact and fiction that most boys

' . Cut oat the twelve pieces bounded
Utcia logvtkcr ao that you will bare the


